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see her. Then speedily also the light of battle
was in her eye. For she perceived that they were
all there, that everything was done, to impress
her. She was the spy from the enemy camp, and
the intention was that she should return and tell
them all at Uldale that they had no chance, that
they had better surrender at once, pack up and go.
Well, she was going to tell them nothing of the
kind. She was fond of Christabel, but she loved
Francis. Poor Francis, growing old now, with
nothing to show for life at all save his children,
who did not know him. Yes, she was on his side,
and so she would let that great hulking elephant
of a Walter know before the evening was oven

The house she had never been inside before.
She knew well its charming exterior; she had
often walked and ridden past it, its roof covered
with rosy tiles, the beautiful wrought ironwork,
the door with the fluted columns and the delicate
fanlight.

Within it was by far grander than Uldale,
with the pillared hall, and up the wide staircase to
the grand saloon that had been decorated by old
Westaway himself. The subject of the decora-
tions was Paris awarding the apple, and there
were three fine, plump, rosy goddesses. In this
fine room, glittering and gleaming with the
candle-light and the swinging splendours of
the glass candelabra, they were all gathered.
Soon they went down to dinner.

Judith was seated between Walter Herries
and his father, who, his back erect, his thin neck
raised like a hen's, should have commanded the
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